A  SUNDAY  IN  CHEYNE  ROW

his quest for heroes and heroic qualities. This
is the master key to him; the main stress of his
preaching and writing is here. He is the medium
and exemplar of the value of personal force and
prowess, and he projected this thought into current
literature and polities, with the emphasis of gun-
powder and torpedoes. He had a vehement and
overweening conceit in man. A sort of anthropo-
morphic greed and hunger possessed him always,
an insatiable craving for strong, picturesque charac-
ters, and for contact and conflict with them. This
was his ruling passion (and it amounted to a pas-
sion) all his days, lie fed hisi soul on heroes and
heroic qualities, and all his literary exploits were
a search for Ihese things. Where he found them
not, where he did not come upon some trace of
them in hooks, in society, in politics, he saw only
barrenness and futility, lie was an idealist who
was inhospitable to ideas; he must have a man, the
flavor and stimulus of ample concrete personalities,
** In the country," he said, writing to his brother
In 18&1, " I urn like an alien, a stranger and pilgrim
from a far-distant land.** His faculties were "up
in mutiny,, and slaying one another for lack of fair
enemies.** He must to the city, to Edinburgh, and
finally to London, where, thirteen years later, we
find his craving im acute as ever. " Oct. 1st. This
morning think of the old primitive Edinburgh
scheme of mgineership; almost meditate for a
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